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Summary:
With their parents out of the way and cash to get by on, things are looking up for the Graves siblings. At least, if you ignore the demons, cultists, and their own codependency issues. Add onto that a trio of eccentric bounty hunters on their heels and it seems that things will get a lot worse before they, possibly, get better.

Notes:
This is my first time working on a piece of this scale, but this game has absolutely got neurons firing and blown me off my feet. It's a bit of a slow starter, and I'm definitely kicking off some literary rust, but I'm happy with this first chapter. Expect more to come!

Cheers, and enjoy!

Chapter 1: Those First Few Desperate Hours
Chapter Text
The car was silent aside from the hum of the engine and the tires against the concrete. It wasn’t a tense silence, like before they’d arrived at their parent’s house. This was a comfortable silence, warm and inviting. In any other time or place, Ashley would have considered it perfect. Tonight, however, after all they had done, this silence was an ill omen. Tonight they’d killed their parents. Well, killed was the wrong word. They sacrificed their parents.

You can’t kill something that lacks a soul. 

In the past, like with their old neighbor or the woman who lived below them, it was the hours after their actions that Andrew would become the most frustrating. He’d sit and stew in his thoughts, incapable of ever just compartmentalizing and focusing on the task at hand. He’d start to get doubts, regrets, and all sorts of stupid ideas. Then, he’d project it all right at Ashley. Suddenly it was all her fault, she made him do this or made him do that, that she was irresponsible and not taking their situation seriously. Even just thinking about it made her want to roll her eyes.

Yet tonight, after what he’d no doubt call their greatest sin? He was silent. In fact, he almost looked bored as he kept his eyes on the road and drove, one hand on the steering wheel and another idle on the armrest. She couldn’t help but wonder what was running through his mind.

“The pavement telling you anything interesting?”

His eyes looked her way, those piercing green orbs scanning her for a moment before he gave her a tiny frown.

“It’s called being a responsible driver. If you ever actually learned to drive you’d know about it.” 

“Pfft, whatever. I haven’t even seen another car for the last hour.” 

Ashley leaned back into her seat, shifting to put her legs up on the dash before Andrew stuck out his free hand.

“What did I tell you before? Feet off the dash, Ashley. We haven’t seen any other cars because it’s three in the morning and we’re in a suburb. I don’t need the first cop we see to have an easy excuse to pull us over right now.”

“Oh come on Andy! You said yourself we’re probably gonna dump this car. Who cares?”

“I’m the one driving and I care, end of discussion. And what did I say about calling me that?”

She huffed and gave the poutiest expression she could muster, but behind it, Ashley wanted to smile. There was her Andy. Overly cautious and oh so easy to irritate. For a moment he glared daggers at her, his face only briefly illuminated by the streetlights as they passed overhead. 

“Eyes on the road, right? Or do you see something you like over here?”

“God, would you stop saying weird shit like that? Pissing me off doesn’t exactly make you endearing, you know.” 

“It doesn’t? Well if you wanna escape me so bad you could always swerve into a streetlight or something. Or would that be too romantic, dying and getting our broken bodies smushed together in the wreck?” 

“Shut up.” His eyes focused on the road again, but Ashley could see his brow furrow and his hand tighten on the wheel. She leaned closer to her dear brother, her mouth only inches from his ear.

“Think about it~! All that bent metal and gore. Who knows, maybe they’d tear the doors open and find us locked together like lovers.”

“I said knock it the fuck off, Ashley!” Andrew slammed his hand into the armrest, a loud thwack of skin against leather that brought a brief moment of silence between the two.

Ashley shifted back in her seat and burst into laughter. Finally, the air felt right again.

“Do you just spin these fucked up scenarios in your head all day?”

“Pretty much!”

Andrew’s face contorted into a grimace and his sister smiled deviously.

“You’ve been off all night like this, what’s your problem? You have one weird vision and suddenly that’s all that’s on your mind.”

“Hey! I never even mentioned the vision, you’re the one bringing it up.”

“You were implying it, I’m not stupid. After that, you just go saying off-color shit and expect me to not connect the dots? You know, if you put your mind to something more useful we might actually make it out of all this in one piece.”

Ashley could feel herself getting defensive, indignation rising into her voice.

"We already have a plan, jackass. We’re going back to that loser cultist club for clues. What more do you want from me?”

“Oh, I don’t know, where do you think we’ll sleep tonight? We can’t exactly stay in the motel half a mile from where we shot a guy.” 

“I think you mean you shot a guy. I was in a bush, minding my own business. And why not? It’s not like the police have an alert out for the Graves kids, seeing as how we paid in cash and we’re legally dead. No one has any idea that we had anything to do with the hitman.” 

“I- you never think about contingencies, do you? Just the first idea that pops into that empty fucking head of yours and you run with it. You don’t think a single cop asked about any suspicious people at the motel? Even if we didn’t give any names, two people in their twenties don’t show up and pay in cash every day.” 

“And you think you’re so memorable that some clerk bored out of his mind immediately thinks of you? And you call me a narcissist, Andy.” 

“I already said to stop fucking calling me that.” 

Looking at the scowl on her older brother’s face as he flashed his eyes back in her direction gave Ashley a brief moment of insight, and she decided it was best to ease up before she truly ticked him off for the rest of the night. Well, almost ease up.

“You gonna punish me if I don’t~?”

“Depends, does drowning appeal to you?”

“Definitely one of your kinkier suggestions.”

Andrew groaned, shifting gear as he pulled into an office parking lot.

“I’m gonna leave you in the car if you’re like this all night.”

As Andrew turned the key the car fell silent, and the two sat for a long moment. Ashley looked out the passenger window around the parking lot. It was empty aside from a few stray vehicles, and the office building itself was completely dark. A haze hung over the parking lot, barely visible in the light of the sodium street lamps. In short, the ambience was downright spooky.

“How long of a walk is it to the motel from here, anyway?”

Andrew shrugged. “Probably ten minutes. It’s only a few blocks.”

Almost synchronized, the two popped open their respective doors and unbuckled, stepping into the early morning air. Despite being closer to the city now, an eerie silence hung over the entire area.

“Make sure you have everything you need for the night, I don’t wanna have to walk back here.”

“Almost wish I took one of mom’s coats, it’s freezing.”

“Once you’re walking you’ll warm up, come on.” 

Andrew motioned with his hand and started walking and Ashley quickly fell into lockstep. They crossed the parking lot in silence, the only sound audible to either of them being each other’s breath as it turned to steam in the air. It seemed the winter chill had come early. 

Five minutes passed, Andrew leading his sister down some labyrinthine maze of crosswalks, alley shortcuts, and largely empty intersections. At this hour they were alone aside from the occasional homeless person or daring nightwalker wearing a bright vest and earbuds. Ashley, however, saw another opportunity.

“Andy, my hands are cold. Wanna help?”

Andrew sighed but smiled down at Ashley.

“Pretty sure you’re a bit old for me to hold your hand while we cross the street.”

“Come on! Unless you want your poor little sister to waste away in the cold!”

“I’ve been told it’s a mostly painless way to go.”

Ashley exaggeratedly gasped and struck out a numb fist into her brother’s shoulder. Andrew just laughed.

“Some gentleman you are.”

“I’ll start acting like a romantic poet when you become a lady-in-waiting, deal? Until then I’m Lord Byron.”

“I don’t even know who that is!”

Before Andrew could utter another snarky comment, probably an attack on her knowledge, he held up a hand and slowed down. Instinctively Ashley looked around, trying to see whatever he saw that gave him pause. Some of the buildings were finally looking familiar from their first stay at the nearby motel, and peaking just past them was the edge of the park where they’d met the hitman. It was then that Ashley saw it. A lone police car lazily drove down the street, slow enough that it seemed to be looking for someone. Ashley kept walking.

“Come on, just act natural. We’re two people walking at night, it’s not a crime.” 

“What? Come on, we’ll just take a detour, why risk it when we’re almost there?”

Ashley rolled her eyes.

“It’s a hell of a lot more suspicious to duck into an alley as soon as you see a cop than it is to just keep walking. Where’s that calm and collected Andrew from earlier?” 

“You’re gonna get us into fuckin’ trouble.”

Andrew nervously shifted his shoulders and pushed his hands deeper into his pockets. Despite his protests, he followed suit after Ashley. Sticking close together, they kept walking, and though Ashley wouldn’t admit it she did hold her breath as… The police car passed without incident, turning at the intersection and leaving their sight.

“See, told you.” Ashley couldn’t help but beam, as though she herself hadn’t believed for a moment that the car’s sirens would start blaring at them and signal their sudden end.

Andrew didn’t respond, just flashing an annoyed frown at her before taking the lead again. The rest of the walk went without incident, and after only another block they were back at the familiar café and tunnel to their motel. Ashley noted a black van parked in front of the café before scanning the club alleyway and the tunnel.

“So, the club or the motel first?” 

“The club, the sooner we find a lead on either your demonic buddy or some new identities, the better.”

Ashley nodded, for once they were in agreement. Truth be told, she also just wasn’t very tired. The day’s activities had left her with more energy than she’d expected. Underneath the myriad of emotions she didn’t feel, but knew she should, there was a feeling of liberation. It was just her and Andy now, no one else would come between them again. After all, their shared vision already showed them what awaited them.

And Ashley really didn’t mind the idea.

They crossed to the opposite sidewalk, past the closed boutique that sold seemingly nothing but robes, and entered the alleyway. As expected, the elevator down to the club looked unchanged from their last trip. The thick stench of garbage and cigarettes hung in the air, overwhelming the already unpleasant smells of the city. Ashley started walking toward the elevator before feeling Andrew’s hand on her shoulder.

“Wait, let’s try the staff entrance first.”

“Why? The elevator in there requires some type of card, doesn’t it?”

She looked back at Andrew, raising an eyebrow at her brother. Though he was hiding it well, Ashley knew him better than any other person in the world, and she could immediately tell he wasn’t saying something.

“Just a hunch, they usually shut down the keypad after hours anyway, I think.” 

Ashley watched silently as Andrew walked over to the employee’s only door. For just a moment too long he stared at it, as though he thought it’d come to life and bite him, before finally turning the knob.

“Fuck. It’s locked.” 

“Think they have a key around?” 

“Check under the ashtray, that’s where they hid it last time.” 

The smell of ash and trash somehow found a way to get even stronger as Ashley approached the smoke spot, making an effort to step over the cigarette butt landmines that dotted the whole area. She made a mental note later to be extra annoying the next time Andrew wasted money on another pack. As she pulled up the ashtray, with some gum stuck to the bottom giving resistance, she frowned.

“No dice. Looks like they moved it. Welp! I’m trying the elevator.” 

“Wait!”

Before she’d even made it to the keypad Andrew was grabbing her hand. His hold wasn’t strong but it was rough enough that it gave Ashley pause. It also annoyed her.

“What the fuck’s gotten into you?!”

“Maybe we should just come back later, during daylight hours. It’ll be a lot easier to just sneak in when the rest of the building’s open; pretty sure there’s an unemployment office a few floors up. So we’ll just come back and pretend we’re headed there and take the elevator down instead.”

“Or, we just try the keypad and get what we want now. Think the passcode is still 6-6-6?” 

She tried to take her hand back but Andrew’s grip held firm and he narrowed his eyes. Ashley was baffled, why was he giving her shit over this now?

“Ashley I- please just trust me for a second, okay? We should come back later. I just have a gut feeling.” 

His eyes expressed a feeling that tempered the frustration in Ashley’s stomach. He looked scared, but not in his usual panicked way like after their first taste of human. This was a different kind of anxiety, one that she couldn’t recognize ever coming from her brother. He wasn’t scared for his sake.

He was scared for her.

“Are you alright?”

“Y-yeah, of course! I just re-evaluated the plan is all. Come on, I’m exhausted anyway.”

Andrew’s grip loosened on Ashley’s arm and he took a step back. Almost immediately he fell back into the Andrew she recognized, his face unreadably, annoyingly, neutral. Without another word, he started back down the alleyway and Ashley followed suit. 

Ashley’s mind raced. Was this Andrew returning to his usual routine? It couldn’t be, the panic subsided without a fight and he never pleaded like that. If that were the case, then what was this? He’d always had a weaker spine, but the Andrew she knew was never one to turn tail before anything had even happened. No, his spine would collapse after they’d already committed to something. When he could try to twist it into his pointless guilt complex. Something happened in that alleyway that made him change his mind, and Ashley couldn’t figure out what.

The walk to the motel was quiet but quick. Thankfully it was a different manager from the one they’d had days ago, an older, tired-looking woman who asked few questions and waited for even fewer answers. Soon enough they had a set of keys for a room, this time on the opposite side of the building from the last one. As soon as the door closed behind them, Andrew made for the bathroom, tossing his handful of possessions onto one of the beds.

“I’m calling first on a shower. I don’t know if I’ll ever get the smell of bleach out of these clothes.”

She wanted to say something, to ask if he was really okay, but she knew that he’d only lie and say he was fine. She knew her brother, this was how he acted. God forbid he ever just be honest with her.

“So are you just gonna pretend that you’re not acting weird?”

Andrew paused in the bathroom doorway and turned around, furrowing his brow and leaning against the wood.

“You’re really gonna make a big deal about this, aren’t you? I already told you, I just re-evaluated the plan and realized there was an easier way in. I figured you’d be all for it, less work than having to try a break-in at sunrise. It’s just logical.” 

“Okay, but what made you think about it at all? For all you knew the elevator would just work and we’d go down there and look around. Do you have a better answer than a gut feeling?” 

It was a subtle motion, but Ashley watched as Andrew rubbed his right hand, gritting his teeth.

“Why is it I have to explain myself every time I do something, but you have free reign to do and say whatever comes to mind? If you wanna talk about acting weird, you’ve been jumping between off-color commentary and looking like a kicked puppy ever since we buried Mom and Dad. If anyone’s feeling conflicted about something, it’s you. So don’t reflect whatever is going on in your head back at me.” 

Before Ashley could get a word in edgewise, Andrew closed the bathroom door behind him. Within seconds she could hear the sound of the faucet turning. If it were any other time, she’d still barge right into the bathroom and keep arguing. But tonight, after everything, she thought better. Instead, she sat down on the bed opposite her brother’s and stared at the bathroom door. On one hand, she was stewing in anger, and on the other, she was fucking confused. Why the hell was he deflecting like this?

She laid back into the still-made bed, her mind playing back the last few hours on a loop. The highs had been high, and the lows had been incredibly low. They were finally free, free to be whoever they wanted to be without any barriers holding them back anymore. Yet, they also were really well and truly alone now. If Andy, Andrew, really did grow up and not need her anymore… She’d have no one. How could her brother be so stupid and blind, obviously that’s what was on her mind. She needed to form a plan to make sure that wouldn’t happen, that he’d still need her as much as she needed him.

How far into her mulling she got, she couldn’t say. The muffled white noise of the shower mixed with the sudden heaviness of her body all hit at once, and as she stared hard into the wood of the bathroom door she felt her eyes get heavier until, at last, she fell asleep.

In the bathroom, Andrew, still fully clothed, looked over himself in the rapidly fogging mirror. He saw his own eyes staring hard back at him, brow furrowed and forehead starting to sweat. He too was replaying the events of the day in his mind. More specifically, his mind focused on the alleyway of the cultist’s club.

And as he thought, the barely visible mark on his palm brightened and burned again.